READING LEAFLETS, FRANCIS PARKER SCHOOL 

PART I 

THE HARVEST —continued 


Jennie Hall 


MY MOTHER’S STORIES 

I. CORN HUSKING 

When I was a little girl I lived on a farm. 

I liked corn husking. 

The corn was ripe in August. 

My father and brothers cut it with long knives. 
They tied it into bundles. 

They set the bundles together in large shocks. 
These shocks stood in the field waiting for husking 
time. 

But there was no hurry about .that. 

There was much other work for the men to do. 
Sometimes the shocks stood until snow came. 

At last, one morning, my father said: 

“ Well, boys, the plowing is done. We will husk 
corn today.” 

Each man got his husking-pin. 

It was a little, sharp, wooden peg. 

He strapped it to his middle finger. 

Then they all went to the cornfield. 

Each man went to a corn shock. 

He cut the cord that tied it together. 

He pushed it over and pulled it apart. 
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He sat down on a pile of the stalks. 

He pulled others into his lap. 

The ears hid among the leaves. 

He pulled them out. 

He ripped the husk with his wooden pin. 

The dry leaves made a great noise. 

The man broke the stem with a snap. 

Out flashed the yellow corn. 

He threw it to the ground. 

Then he husked other ears. 

Soon he had a big yellow pile. 

So the men went from shock to shock. 

At last all was done. 

Then a wagon came. 

The men picked up the corn and threw it into the 
wagon. 

The driver took it to the corn crib. 

Then he came back with a hay-rack on the wagon. 
The men piled the stalks upon it. 

They drove to the cow-yard. 

They threw the stalks into it for the cows to eat. 
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